all. She had opinlons5 and a pithy, savagely humorous

way of stating them, but it was very seldom that she
descended to gossip. Meanwhile Bayard had shut him-
self up In that walled tower of his deafness and raised
the drawbridge and clashed the portcullis to, where
you never knew whether he heard you or not9 while his
corporeal self ate its supper steadily. Presently they
had done^ and Miss Jenny rang the little silver bell
at her hand and Simon opened the pantry door and
received again the cold broadside of her displeasure^
and shut the door and lurked behind it until they had
left the room.

Bayard lit his cigar in the office and Miss Jenny
followed him there and drew her chair to the table be-
neath the lamp and opened the daily Memphis news-
paper. She enjoyed humanity in its more colorful
mutations^ preferring lively romance to the most
impeccable of dun fact, so she took in the more lurid
afternoon paper ? even though it was yesterday's when
it reached her9 and read with cold avidity accounts of
arson and murder and violent dissolution and adultery;
in good time and soon the American scene was to fur-
nish her with diversion in the form of bootleggers9
warsf but this was not yet. Her nephew sat beyond the
mellow downward pool of the lamp, his feet braced
against the corner of the hearth^ from which his boot-
soles and the boot-soles of John Sartoris before him
had long since worn the varnish away9 puffing his cigar.
He was not reading^ and at intervals Miss Jenny
glanced above her glasses and across the top of the
paper at him. Then she read againf and there was no
sound in the room save the sporadic rustling of the
page.

After a time he rose5 with one of Ms characteristic
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